


of the production secretaries, was born, like Claudia, in Tunisia: he has 
had his mother prepare a cous-cous to serve twenty. 

The party table is set up in the fakir’s booth, and Fellini is already 
sitting in front of a huge portion. Marcello sits beside him, but pushes 
away his plate. “Macche—aren’t you going to eat?” Fellini asks. 

“No, ’'m not hungry—really not. Ill just keep you company.” Mar- 
cello’s voice is slow and nasal. 

Fellini looks at him, and then bursts out laughing. “You know what 
he did? There was a story in last night’s papers that Marcello Mastroianni 
had had an automobile accident. We called his house right away, but there 
was no answer, and, of course, we were worried sick. Today he came in 
with his head bandaged and we all fell for it. No one knew the accident 
had happened to someone else with the same name.” The joke is as funny 
to Fellini as it is to Marcello, and at every other mouthful he laughs again. 

Piero pours the wine, and Angelo fills everyone’s plate. “We might 
have waited for the guest of honor,” Fellini remarks, not too convincingly, 
and looks ruefully at his half-empty plate. “Ah, here she comes. Angelo, we 
can’t see in here.” 

Angelo remedies that by going outside, driving his car up to face the 
booth and leaving it with the headlights on. Anouk is still missing. It is 
almost dark when she arrives. She sits on the edge of her chair, explaining: 
“I didn’t want to leave my daughter. It’s the first time she’s been with 
me on the set.” 

Almost before she has finished speaking, Piero has left the table. He 
comes back with little Emanuelle, and seats her between Federico and 
Marcello. 

Some soldiers from the base are looking in the window. We have 
finished eating, but there are still a half-dozen full plates. Fellini goes to 
the door, and asks the soldiers in. The fakir’s booth is abandoned to the 
troops. 

Now we are going to shoot Claudia and Guido’s departure from the 
theater, carrying on from where we left off that night at Scalera. The 
shops with their gilded curtains and lighted fronts are truer than life: the 
street offers an unusual juxtaposition of a very convincing appearance of 
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